The Chronicle History 

King . Thou doft not wifh more helpe from England^ 
Coufcn f 

War . Gods will my Liege,would you and I alone. 
Without more helpe, might fight this battell out. 

Why well faid.That doth pleafe me better. 

Then to wifh meone*You kiiowyour charge,’, 

God be with you all, . 

Enter the Heranld from the French i 

Her. Once more I come to know of thee king Henrj L 
VVhat thou wiltgiue for ranfome? 

KmgTNho hath fent thee now ? 

Her. The Conftable of France,, ■. 

King. I prethce beare my former anfwer baefce. 

Bid them atchicue me,and then fell my bones. 

Good God, why fhould they mockc good fcllowesthus ? 
Theman that once did fell the Lyons skin i 
While the beallliuedjwas kild with hunting hkn 0 
And many of our bodies fhall no doubt c 
Findegraues.withinyourRealmeof Frances 
Though buried iayour dunghils,we fhall be famedj, , 

For there thcSunne (hall greete them, 

Anddraw vp their honors rcaking vp to hcauen, 

Leauing their earthly parts to choake your clime; 

The fmcll whereof, {hall breeda plague m France ; 

Marke the&abundant valour in our Englifh; 

That being dead dike to the bullets crafing, 
Breakcsfoorth intoafecond courfc of mifehieft, „ 

Soling in relaps of mortality 
Let me fpcake proudly. 

There’s not a peecc of feather in our Campc,:. 

Good argument I hope we fhall notflyc, 

And. time hath wornevsinto flouendry. 

But by the ma{Te,our hearts are in the trim, 

And my poore fouldiets tell me, yet ere night; 

They ’l 


of Henry the fife. 

ThevT be in frefher robes, or they will plucke 
Theeay new deaths oreyour French iouldiers ear« , 

I«l mrhe them out of leruice.lf they do this. 

As if it pleafe God they: {hall, . 

Then fhall our ranfomefoone be Icuied j 
c aUC thou tViy labour Hcrauld, 

Cdme thou no more for ranfome, gentle Herauld. 

They {hall haue nought 1 fweare.but thefc my bones t 
Which if they hauc.as 1 will leaue vm them, 
yVillyeeld them the Conftable# 

Jfar.l (hall deliuet fo* 

torhe . My gracious Lord,vpon my knee I craue 
The lcadingot the vaward. 

jCi»jr.Take ft braue Yorke. 

Come fouldiers let’s away. 

And as thou pleafeft God.difpofe the day. Exeh 

Enter the fottre French Lords, 


Cjebon .0 diabelloc 
C«».Mordu mavie. 

Orle. O what a day is this! 

Bur.O lour dei houte all is gone,all is loft, 

Con.VVc are enow yet liuing in the field. 

To fmothcr vp the Englifh, 

Jfany order might be thought vpon. - 

'Bur.K plague of order, once more to the held, 

And he that will not follow Bnrbon now. 

Let him go homc,and with his cap inh 3 »d. 

Like a bafelcno hold the chamber doore, 

VVhyleaft by aflaue no gentler then my dog, 

His faireft daughter is contamuracke. 

C*».Diforder that hath fpoild vs, right vs now. 

Come we in hcapes,wee’l offer vp our hues 
Vhto thefe EneUfh,o relic die with fame, 
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